™

'3

.

", L

-'”t'

Soee the
" Ustrep Srares ™ Onaax,
and the
Vosx & Boxs' Praxo,
at
Music Store of
A Bavsx Swirs,
Ravenna,
Ohio.
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- THE DEMOCRATIC PRENN.

.

|
| Vor. 22, No. 26.

RAVENNA, O.,

WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 12, 1890.

WaoLe No. 1120.

Buy

'

New High Arm
" Bixgar ™
Sewing Machine,
Bold
oaly
by
A, Bavyxs Burre,
Ravenna,
Ohio.

— O F—

RAVENNA, OHIO.
sapital Paid Up,$150,000

[n United States Bonds

U. 8§, BONDE ol all kinds bought ani ~vo

4] axehanged ut surrent markel rotes

U. 85, ODUPON FOUR PEN OT. BONDN

a band for immedizte delivery

D. C, CooLMAN, - - Pres't|

W HOLOCOmME, WM. . BEEEBE,

41 Yics Preatdent Onshle

Finst National Bank

Ohio.

I Elnnvenni,

—i

N. D, CLARK, - -
L. D.SeyMoUg, Vice Pres’

———

Capital paid in,

Surplus Fund, -

—— -

Subscriptions received for
the United States Four per
sent. Conpon and Registered
Bonds, on which the INTER-

8T IS PAYABLE QUARTERLY

IN O®IN.

Coupon Bonds on hand for

mmediate delivery.

R. B. CArNAuAN, Cashier.

RAVENNA, Marc ¥, 1578 SOU

Business Cards.

R 8. WEEE, OHN PORTER,

@arrettaville, 0.
WEBB & PORTER,
Attorneys and Counscllors at Law,
1015 BLACUKSTONE BLOCK. RAVENXA, 0.

J. H. NICHOLS.

Attorney st Law mnnd No Fubllc. Uffice
in I’hol{ix RBlock.over Secand Natlonal Bank,
EBavenna, Ohlo.

J. H. DUSSELL,

TTORNEY AT LAW, Counsel in
Eaglish and German, Ofice over F. h's
ing Store, Pheanix Block, Eavenna,

i. H, PHELPSB

TTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT
LAW, Ofice over BELDING & ARM-
SYRONG'E, Main Bt., Ravenna. Ohlo.

TTORNEKY AT LAW.
Utlice la Bluokstone Blook,
(HMiB} HEavenna, O.

L T. BIDDALL. T
BIDDALL & DOUTHITT,

Attorneys at Law.
Ofioe in Phenix Block, Ravessa, O

J. W. HOLCOMB,
TTORNEY AT LAW
Telephono No. 58 Hoom 13, Ridd'e Block
Havenna, Ohio. 1118 1y

HARRY L. BEATTY,
TTORNEY AT LAW, NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office in Poe Block, over Van Ness' Gro.
cary Store, Ravenna, Okio. 1118-1y
E. Y. LACEY,
A!‘TORNI‘:Y AT LAW,  NOTARY PUBLIC
and SOLICITOR OF PENalONA, Oflice with
Democratic Press, Ravenna, .,

0 LOAN.—Money to lonn on Farm Prop-
T erty WEBB & PORTER,
10041y

Cleveland & Pittsburgh R. B

Trains Departfrom Lavenna Station ss fol-
lows, Central 3tandard Time:

SCHEDULE TAKING EFFECT BMAY 12, 1820

@OING RAST.
A
Mail

<

opTTar
BEBSEBER

3

48, Night Express ....... e
8, Rnlvr'annn Accommodation ...

GOING WEST,
No 41, Night EXpross .......ccocoiveuss
- L%flnnu Accommodstion.
“ B.Mall ... ...000ee
" 137, LOoRl .ovenies.ae
* 57, Pittsburg Expr
“ q, BEavenna Accommodation ....

All trains connect at Y ellow Creek for W heel-
Ing and Ballnire

PTTRER
EEBEBRA

Pres’t.

$100,000. |
20,000, =

B'Ickll-ﬂ;ﬂ Block, Eavenna.

SECOND RATIONAL BARK,

!
|
|
|
|
|

| « An Irishman

| Looking over a Physician’s bill,
said he had no objections to
payingfor the medicine, but the
Visirs he would rETURN.”

| C Sugar 5 1-2 cts. per 1b.

White C Sugar, 6 cts. per Ib.

|

Risdon & Ta_ylor.

i
1

THE COODRICH

Self Heating and Folding

BATH £ TUR!

& e axtd r‘.;u...__e @,
=ZFOR SALES::

v
jEi)‘ONLY‘Y‘j.—'ﬂI BY

& WHIGHT,

UNDERTAKERS,

AND DEALERS IN A FULL LINE OF

FURNITURE! 4¢

Of the Latest Styles and Patterns.
PirkiN Broek, - - - -

When you

RAvVENNA, OmHIO

want

pure and reliable

go
the Druggist,

Medicines,

to Hart,

Opera Block, Ravenna.
He has the best
assortment of Drug
Sundries Try him,

January, 1890.

SPECIAL
DISCOUNT SALE!

The PITTSBURG & WESTERN Ry. (0.

LESSRE OF P., 0. & T, R, R.

TIME TABLE.
Oentral Sandard Time.
Taking Effect Nov- 24, 18890,

MAIN LINE.

WESTWARD.

No, 2, o R 134 p.m_.
B R e esdnrrrrnanas snaky e B0y p-m
EASTWARD.

W B ciinaiiicines b aeansses B4R W
PR R s saaa) . wvs Mnsacsp i s s ow w)e sl aion 206 p. m,

Through Sleeping Car between Allegheny
and L‘h‘llo‘ano on Nos. 8 and ¥, daily.

THIC ETRIE.

TIME TABLE,

‘Central time, 288 minutes slower than
Columbus time,

Trains devpart from Ravonna as follows:

Adopted
July 28, 1880.

EASTWARD,

No. #8, Bundays excepted..... ... 5158 m
No- 88 Aceom. thx.ﬁumhi) carrener TEO R, m
No. 8, New York Limited Ex (doily)1017T p. m
No.18,. N. Y., Albuny & Boston Ex.
(DAILY).... .. iiimnrironsiessrrses T.13 0o my
No. & Accom. (Ex. Sunday)_....... 447 p. m

Depart.

i il CLO THIN G
Men's, Youths’ Boys and Children’s Snilg!

OVERCOATS!

Our Stock shows our Prices were right.

We now offer the Balance of our
Winter Goods at Lower Figures
than offered elsewhere.

. FX.ATEL,
Clothier and Merchint Tailor, P AVE NNA. O.

No. 3, Phenix Block,

JAN’Y 8

A wife hunted up her husband
after an absence of thirty years.
The man was a weaver, but when
he saw his wife loom up, he said
he couldn't work that loom, and

gave up.

st ss&s

= =

fort and attractiveness of Home.

with much the

Fistand Largst St of CARPETS Tor showa it Rarena.

With no spirit of mere boasting, we claim to have
the Largest Stock and most commodious Carpet Room,

House, in Northern Ohio. We have just added

[0 e T i e T O O N T T s e s e e U G e s
OVER 200 NEW PIECESI
i i i i I 1

EENEENEEEE!

Which, with former stock, enables you to select from
over 400 pieces, in buying from us.

An scquaintance with the leading and reliable Car-
pet Houses, enables us to place our orders in full assur-
ance that all the requirements of durability and high art
will be met in our purchases, whereby we can confident-
ly assert the merits of what we sell, whether in medium
or high art values.

Perhaps in no other branch of trade is the purchaser
so entirely dependent upon the judgment and honor of
the seller, in obtaining what they desire in actual value
and service, as in the Carpet trade, Shoddy weaves full
many a web of deceit in the creations of the shuttle,
which none but the practiced eye can detect.

Our 19 years business intercourse with the good
people of Portage County, renders unnecessary other as-
surance of our purpose and ability to serve them ¢ well
and faithfully;” and with largely increased stock, we are
confident in the prediction that 1890 will be a year of
mutual and enhanced profit to ourselves and patrons.

‘We have all the latest figures in

SognEvEsgeEeEe welsalaebiotaoldovaoroiao)

i

BOBDT BRUEUSSELS*I—
—EX T L BER T BRUETESSELS
INGRAIINSH I

STAIR CARPETS,

CHINA AND OFFICE MATTING,
LINOLEUM, ad  OIL CLOTIIS.

LS.

(L.

Together with beautiful

ART SQUARES #3—
—tRAND MATS,

i 83 % 8 38§ @

HAEEEEEEE R

PArt.

Ne, B, Cin.. 8t Louis & Chicago Ex
(Duily)..

T D RS b
No.®™, Way (except Sunday).... ..., 4
No. 8, Cln. 8t Louis & Chicago Ex.
DRI v ereriscrseseriererss | B
RO IR L L i e aT s s seige B

Teachers’ Examinations.

XAMINATIONS will be held.commencing
at D o'cl ck A m. and closing at 4 p. m.
on the FIRST SATURDAY of each month; aslsg,
the THIRD SATURDAY-1n October. November,
Fobruary and March
The exsmination on the THIRD SATURDAY in
Fobruary will be held atGrrrettsville; that on
the THIRD SATURDAY in March, st Kent. Al
others atthe Migh Eehool Building, Esvenna
No cartifiente will be ante-dated.
By orer of the Board.
Tnss (L F. NAYMARKER, Clork

Fﬂ!l BENT-—

89 Clinton Avenne—late residiénce ot C H.
soolman. 10 rooms and hall; gas. Waler up

‘tairs down. Apply Lo
Clairs snd down. 4 P8 %r C. H. COOLMAN

A modern Dwelling House,

YOU ARE INVITED=S"m——

TO FXAMINE OUR STOCK OF
Prcronres, Frauzs,
MouvLpixNas, EasELs,

BTATIONERY, Arrists’ Mareriars, &c.,

whether you desire to purchase or not.
We carry the most complete lines of these goods in the County,
and show many Novellies not found elsewhese. We will make
our prices as low a8 any ove, and oftentimes lower.

I7 1S, PERHAPE, BUPERFLUOUS TO SAY WHAT EVERYBODY ENOWS,
——that we are producing——
THE ONLY Firsr Crass Pooroerarnic Work
—ix THE Couxnry.

Call and see ns.

J. B OATFRIFHY.

NO. 4 OPERA BLOCK. KAVENNA, OHIO.

In Curtains, you will find some beauntiful patierns from which tc. select,
in Lace, Bwiss Embroidered, and Madras from 25¢c up. 0il Shades, :Bhading
by the yard, together with all Curtain Fixtures,

All of which we shall be pleased to show to our fri ends,

bestowed upon us.

fidlence and patronage we now enjoy.
Respectfully,

A. T. SMITH.

L -

1091

Now that the Holiday flutter is over, attention is nat-
urally turned to substantial goods that make up the com-
Nothing in house fur-
nishing is more essential than Serviceable and Artistic | Throughswampund fen—unknown, unpraised,
Floor Coverings. With this in view, we start out in 1890

to whom we feel it an incumbent and pleasurable duty
to extend our thanks for the liberal patronage they have
We can but feel grateful that our
efforts have been so highly appreciated, and in the fuiure
will do our utmost to deserve a continuance of the son-

The Stationmaster of Lone Prairie.

[Union Pacific Raflrond 1580.]
An empty beuch, a sky of grayest etching,
A bare, bleak shod in bluckest silhouotte,
Twelve yards of platform, sod. beyond them
stretohing,
Twelve miles of prairie glimmering through
the west.

North, south, east, west—the same dull gray
porsistence,
The tattered vapors of a vanished train,
The nurrowing rails that meet to plerce the
distance,
Or break the columns of the Tar-off rain.

Nuught but himself—nor form nor figure

wuklu.;i]
The long-hushed level and stark shining
WHSLE—
Nothing that moves to fill the vision aching
Where the last shadow Bed In sullen haste.
Nothing lhu)'om{.

Ah, yes! From out the
station

A stiff, gaunt figure thrown against the sky,
Beckonlng me with some wooden salutation

I_‘aulfht from tho signals as the traln flushed
¥3 .

Yielding me place beside him with domb
pesture
Born of that reticence of sky and alr.
We sit apurt, yet wrapped In that one vesture
Of sllence, sadness, and unspoken care;

Each following his own thought—uround us,
durkeuin

‘I'hs_-trsm-w:mﬁlﬂ boundaries and stretching

ruclk ;

Each rulllmriag those dim parallols and heark-
oenlng

For long-lost volees that will not come back;

Until, unasked — I know not why ¢r where

fore—
He yieldod, bit by bit, his dreary past,
Like guthered clouds that sm.-mml‘ to thicken
__ there for
bumlm- dull down<dropplog of thelr care at
nat.

“Long had he lved there. As a boy had
started

From tho stacked corn the Indian’s palnted

nee;

Henrd the wolves' liowl the wearying waste
that purted

His father’s hut from the last cnmping place

“Nature had mocked him; thrice had clalmed
the reaping

With scythe of firoof lands he once had
BOWT 2
Sent rih!‘ tornndo—round his heurthstone hoap-
n

Hafters, dead faces. that were like his own.

“Then came the war time. When its shadow
beckonoed
He had wilked duombly where the flaghad

unreckonsd—
To famine, fever, und 4 prison bed;

“Till the storm possed, and the slow tidere-
. lurning
Cust him, & wreck, beneath his native sky;
Atthis lone watch gave him the chance of
- earning
&-mnl} means to live—who won the right to
e

All thils I heard—or seemed to hear—half
Dlending
With the low murmur of the coming breeze.
The cull of some lost bird und the unending
And censoless sobbing of those grassy scas,

with the exception of one exclusive Cleveland Carpet | Uyl st lust tho spell of desoiation,

Hroke with a trembling star and fur-off '
The coming train! I gianced around thu‘:;rti-

tlon.
All is us empty as the upper sky!
Nuuglht but myself—nor form nor figure wak-

ng
The long hushed level and stark shining
wisle—

Nuught but myself, that cry, und the dull
slinking
Of wheel and axle, stopped In breathiess
haste;

“Now, then—look sharp! Eb, what? Tho sta-
tion master!

Thar's none! We stopped here of our own
accord.

The man got killed in that down-train disnster
This !;Lmr:.; last evenlng. Right there! All
abonrd I

—Bret Harte.,

AN ACADIAN WEDDING

This tale should have been heard as
I heard it in Nova Scotin. The woman
of Scotch descent who told it to me had
kept it in her mind since childhood.
Together we sat looking at Cape
Blomidon, veiled, yet clear, against the
northwestern herizon. From the
church site of that ancient ddeserted
village Grand Pre dike lands streteched
toward the sea; and the tide was out,
leaving a beach miles wide. That
misty, delicions, wonderful country!
No wounder the Acadians died of home-
sickness for it. No wonder they crept
back in groups and twos to Cape
Breton Islawd and Shediae and other
spots not too remote from the sheltered
basin of their fathers.

The English-speaking people now on
their lands kept every relic and tra-
dition of them.

T was brought up almost inside of
old Fort Gaspereau.” said this grave
Scotch woman. *‘You know it was
built to guard the north side of the
neck of Nova Scotia, as Fort Beause-
jour was built to guard the south side.
played with other children inside the
ramparts of that ruined old fortress.
We solemnly enjoyed the graveyard
there, though none of us could read
the French inscriptions on headstones.
But there was one wide grave with five
men in it, all killed by Indians; we
understood that much.

“I never believed that the Indians
who killed those five men were Mie-
macs. For the early Fremeh people
and these Nova Scotian Indians were
like brothers. . i
“The Micmacs are a gentle, artistic
race. They never show great courage,
they hate to work at hard physicial
labor—at least they would hate to if
they ever attempted it. But they excel
in weaving and in all sorts of feather
work. I think they could easily mix
colors and paint pictures. Their
beautiful dark eyes seem full of talent
that never finds expression. They are
a discouraged people, and never try to
be anything.

*You cannot pin a Miemac down to
any spot. His lodge is now here and
now there. He will follow summer to
the farthest borders of the country.

“A Micmac always makes himself
look picturesque. And such dainty
hands and feet—you should see the in-
step of a Micmae squaw! The men,
even the halfbreeeds—and so many of
them are halfbreeds—do not slouch
around the railway stations. You see
them standing trim and erect, watch-
ing the white man's improvements as if
the sorrow of such things was as much
as they could bear, but they bear it
stoically.

"Ami Acadians and Micmac Iudians

are always associnted in my mind.
Perhaps the impression was made on
me when I was a child and went to an
Aedian wedding in a settlement near
Gaspereau. . .
An Acadian servant in our village
took nie, and on our way to the church
this girl and I stopped at a cirenlar
wigwsam at the edge of some woods.
We both knew the Micmac Indian
woman and her half breed sou, Pierre.
Pieme's father had been an Acadian
farmer, but he was dead; and as soon
as the French portion of the family
was under gruuml‘ the )!Icm:m_ re-
mainder took to roving again. Pierre
and his mother owned a spot of ground
which they planted in the spring and
reaped in autumn. Between whiles
they took up their lodge and went fish-
ing and hunting. )

“This Acadian wedding was cele-
brated in the auntumn. I thought
Pierre and his mother had come back
to gather what they could find on their
farm. Pierre had sat on the ramparts
of Gaspereau, making arrows for my
brothers. I felt kindly toward him and
wanted him to know the news of the
neighborhood. So Isnid: . . .

+“‘We are going toa wedding, Pierre.
But our servant shook her head and

wped me.
u'{l-_ll’iu:rm was dressed in a new scarlet
blouse and leather breeches and mocca-
sins, He had a round chin and his
mouth was shut firmly. His eyes were
not restless, but steady in their gaze.
He looked at me all the time we were
at the lodge without saying a word. 1
felt that he did not like the subject of

| followed to the bride's

weddings. His mother's expression
used to be mild and indifferent when
she came to our kitchen door with
baskets to sell. But she seemed to be
angry at the fire under the kettle after
I spoke about the wedding in the
Acadian settlement.

“We went on to the church and saw
the wedding ceremony. It was the
usual Catholie service. And everybody
house. I ean
remember the tide was out, and the
beautiful sleek red elay basins shone

+ like polished stone.

“The bride was a pretty, laughing
girl with black eves und round features.

he wore a homespun skirt of that dull
blue shade which harmonizes so well
with outdoor lights and colors. It
ought to have suited her, for she had
dyed it herself. Above this was a
white bodice, its full sleeves gathered
to the shoulders with silver brooches.
All the family aceumulations of
brooches come to the front at an
Acadian wedding. They stood in rows,
clasping and fastening her dress.

“The groom wore smooth-fitting soft
boots on his beautiful arched feet. I
do not remember his head or face at all.
He was probably a stumpy good-natured
Acadian. I remember only those dane-
ing fect; and his blue trousers were
made like a sailor’'s. They hung over
his arched instep, waving and swaying
as he sprang about. *“There was some
kind of ceremony with the bride and
groom before duncing began, but I for-
get what it was. There was a great
deal of eating first, also. It was har-
vest-time and there was plenty. Our
best apple Iand does not lie around
Gasperean. But the tables were load-
ed and the priest was there, and I re-
member thinking everything good to
eat and feeling thankful for the good
father's presence, for he was cerjainly
& restraint upon Pierre.

**Pierre did not come into the house
at all, though the father and all the
brothers of the bride went out and
asked him. He stood outside a window.
It must have been pleasant for the
bride and groom to sit and feast and
have that half-breed watehing them.

*I heard in the house how badl
FPierre had wanted the bride himself,
and pitied him, and wondered why she
preferred a pair of dancing, trim-shod
feet to a big dark-eyed fellow with such
a look on his face. It seems she had
liked Pierrc whon his father was alive
and he staid at home like any other
Acadian; but, being a sensible girl,
when he turned whole Micmac instead
of only half, she bestowed her linen
chest on a man who would not need to
fit it out with wheels. She was marry-
ing a little piece of ground whose owner
cultivated the same instead of tramping
woods.

“I wondered if Pierre had a arrow
under his red blouse for the groom.
He stood assilent as a post and watched
those pretty feet and sailor trousers
dance.

“The Acadian dance is something
like a Scotch reel. The dancers stan
four facing four, they balance and take
various steps, and then one behind the
other run the reel.

*The long twilight passed by and it
was night while the dancing went on,
but no one covered that window out-
side of which Pierre stood. I don’t
think anybody felt for the half-breed
Iad as I did, though I was a child
The people in the house hoped his
Acadiau blood would restrain his wild
blood and that he would do no damage
of any kind. The bride gave him a
pleasant nod or two which must have
made the Micnue growl, in his breast,
and the groom tinally went out with
other young men and tried to bring
him in. -

I remember I felt ashamed for him.
It seemed as if his Acadian nature held
his aboriginal nature in chains. He
was submissive, like his father's people,
all the time that his mother's race was
raging in him and gnashing for re-
venge. If he had burnt the house or
shot some one it might have gone hard
with me, but I blushed for him that he
did not do it, instead of hanging thus
on the verge of the paradisg he had
lost.

“Since then I have thought Pierre
was inflicting punishment on himself.
It was torture, like burning at the stake.
He was burning up his love, and the
remarks of spectators were part of the
ordeal.

*The priest was the only person
whom he answerced or noticed. The
priest stood by him and talked awhile
before going away. Pierre listened to
him and answered.

“I can see yet the night sky with its
fading pink rim and the long reach of
dim dike-land it covered, which we saw
as we passed Pierre on our way home.
It was growing chilly. He stood out-
side the window staring in, and I felt
afraid of him as I never had felt before.
I don't know how long he stood there.

Poor Micmac-Acadian; neither civ-
ilized nor savaze; bound in blood and
heart to another race—a yielding,
peaceful race—and perishing of that
alliauce.

I remember Pierre and his mother
were not seen around Gasperecau again
for a long while. They took up their
lodge and let the harvest go. They
came back with some other Micmacs
at one time, but had nothing more to
do with the Acadian settlement. We
have not lived on the Gaspereau side of
the neck for many years. I don't know
what became of Pierre. Maybe he is
standing with folded arms and looking
into some window of Heaven as he
looked at that wedding revelry."—
Mary Harwell Catherwood.

Time to Go Home.

Here is 2 good story from the De-
troit Free Press: A little after 11
o'clock lust night a young man evi-
dently not many minutes from thealco-
holie atmosphere of a bar-room, was
walking up Monvoe avenue, when in
front of the Plankington his gaze hap-
pened to fall on the burly forms of the
two eorpulent individuals who play the
two Johns in the comedy of that name
now running a week at one of the local
theatres. The young man halted, rub=
bed his eyes, straightencd out his
spinal column and went through all
the different movements included in
the process of *‘bracing up,” looked
earnestly at the two portly forms, each
wrapped in a ('lnslz-ﬁlli‘n:___’ overcoat,
each topped off with a shiny silk hat,
then he shook his head mournfully and
resumed his walk. Just before he
reached Randolph street he met an ac-

quaintance who, hailing him, said:
“Hello, there, Charley, what's your
hurry? Not going home, are you?”

“Yon betcher sweet life I am,™ was the
emphatic response. ““I think I know
when Ish got 'nough. Seein' double
now. Big fat man down street; took

s look at him; hang me if I din't sece
two of him. Here's word of advice,
ole fel. When you shee double go
home, don’t tarry, git.” and away he
went, firmly impressed that he had
been the victim of an optieal illusion,
induced by the libations that he had
offered up at the shrine of Bacchus.

Female Physicians In.n ussia.

The Russlan government accuses fe-
male physicians of being addicted not
merely to revolutionary opinions, but
also to “sentiments and muanners un-
worthy of their sex.” No woman is to
be allowed to practice publicly hefore

40 years of age.

ABRAM'S METEMPSYCHOSIS.

Chenged by u Snd Accident From s Pant'er
Into a Man.

Among the negroes of southern Ar-
karsas there is a belief in the transmi-
gration of the soul, writes Opie P. Read
in the drkansaw Traveler. Their be.
lief, however, is different from the
metempsychosis of more enlightened
men, for instead of believing that the
soul of man after death enters the body
of an animal or bird, they believe thal
the soul of an animal or bird after
death enters the body of a man—in
~short, every man represents some
animal, reptile or bird that lived years
ago.

Abram Carter, a very old negro, whe
lives on the Sanders plantation, when
asked why he believed so absurd a the-
ory thus answered:

“Becaze it's de truth, sah. It ain™
no yveresay wid me, caze I knows it tec
be er plum fack.  Sometimes you call
er man er dog. Why? Caze he acks
like er dog. Why do he ack like er
dog? Caze he's got de soul o’ er dog
dat mout a' lived er hunnud years
ergo.”

“Does o man ever know to what
animal his soul belonged in the past?”

“*Oh, yas, sah, “specially dem whul
hab got er powerful ricollecktion. 1
knowd er man—powerful smart man
he wuz, too—dat ricollecks might well
when be wuz er’ owl, fiyin® ‘Dout de
neighborhood.”

“Do you remember what you were?"

“Jest ez well ez ef it wuz yistidy,
sah.”

“What were youf™

“I wuz er pant'er, sah.”

A panther!”

“Yas, dat’s whut I wuz. It wa'n
fur from yere, down in de river bot-
toms yander. I ricolleck playin' wid
my mammy, one o de fines'-lookin
pant’ers dat dar woz in de whole coun-
try. I had two brurs and one sister.

| We lived in de holler o' er gre’t big

cottonwood tree, an' I reckon we wuz
erbout ez happy ez any fam’ly o
*pant’ers in de curmunity till grief come
ter us. One day mammy she tole us
dat, as times wuz putty hard, she
would hatter go out an’ git suthin® fur
us all ter eat. She tole us dat er awful
monster called man had jest come
round, an' dat we must be keerful ter
stay in the holler tree lessen de man
would kill us. Wall, after mammy
went erway my oldest brur he gunter
talk. “Tell you whut le's do,' ha says,
'le’s go off down yander by de branch
an’ pinf whar de sun is so bright.’ Den
sister she say ‘No, we mus’ stay yere.
You ricolleck whut mammy said.
‘Dat’s all right,’ my brur lowed. ‘We's
been playin’ 'roun’ yere fur er mighty
long time an' dar ain’ nothin” happened

it

“Wall,” the old man continued, after
a slight pause, ‘‘we went down by de
branch an’ "gunter play in de spn. De
day wuz beautiful an’ de dogwood was
in bloom an’ de wild plum bushes
blowed a bref o' sweetness. All at
once sister she say: ‘Look yander.
Whut's dat? I looked an’ I know'd it
mus’ be er man, ‘caze I neber seed
nuthin' like it befo’. Dar he come
with suthin® on his shoulder. “Oh, look
at him,’ said brur. ‘He ain't so awful,
is he? Why, he couldn’t hurt us ef he
wanted ter. He ain't got but two le.
an’ I knows he couldn’t ketch us ef he
wanted ter. Mammy is awful skittish
to get skeer'd o' sich er thing. I'm
rwine up an' take er good look at him.'
Me an’ sister an' my udder brurs tried
to 'suade him not ter, but on he went
an’ we crouched down an' watched de
outcome. It wan't long in comin’.
De man he sorter jumped when he seed
my brur an' snatched de thing offen
his shoulder, hil’ it out an’ den dar
come er awful noise wid smoke. De
smoke el'ared erway, w'ile we crouched
down closer an’ closer, an’ den we seed
our brudder tumblin® over an’ over on
de leaves an’ blood spurtin’ outen his
head. Den sister — mighty tender
hearted she wuz, too—jumped up an’
run ter brur, an’ all at once de man he
snntched suthin outen his belt—didn’
know whut er belt wuz den—an' den
dar come ernudder noise ahmos' ez
lond ez de fust one. De smoke el'ared
erway an' dar Iaid sister—dead. I
yeard.er noise—I think I yeard it—but
den dar’ wnz—wuz nothin’. * * *
“It 'peared ter me dat I tuck er long
nap,” the old negro continued, after a
muse. ‘It 'peared ter me dat fur er
ong time somebody wuz tryin' ter
wake me, but dat I} wuz drowsy an’
couldn’ be woke. Den er light gunter
glimmer, sorter. All ‘round me wuz
er awful dark night, an’ I hil' out my
han’s toward de light. It growed
brighter an’ brighter, an' all at once I
lay on er bed. I yered er song,I yered
er banjo, an’ de light come in at de
winder. Er ‘oman gethered me close
up ter her, an’ she sung er tune an’ I
dozed off ter sleep.
“I woke an' den I was rnnnin’ roun
de yard wid nothin’ on but er shirt.
De hens roun’ de barn wuz er cacklin’
an' I noticed dat de redbirds wuz
buildin’ dar nests. Er man lifted me
up in his arms an' er woman tole him
ter look lout, an’ all at once I went ter
sleep ergain. When I woke de hens
wuz singin’ an’ de men wuz pitchin’
bay offcn de wagon. I thought an'
thought, an® den I knowd dat I wnz er

boy, an’ would be er man. Dat's de
truth,” the old man added. I uster
be er animal, but now I's er pusson,

an' when I quits bein’ er pusson, de
lawd ouly knows whut I's gwine ter

His Other Self Appeared.

She was a grent woman’s rights wo-
man. She attended meetings and cor-
responded with Belva Lockwood and
was in communication with =all the
great women's organizations. The so-
ciety of which she was a ‘)‘u'omment
member invited a ‘‘way u[i{ speaker
to lecture on the subjeet. ¢ was, of
course, entirely in sympathy with it.
He came. He was a good luokmE
man, and the first thing that happene
was that the society became sentiment-
ally interested as individuals. He
preached the fullest kind of doctrine of
equality of the sexes. They engaged
him again and re-engaged him, and
there was a hot contest as to who
should win him. A man of such broad
ideas must make a spendid husband.
She finally got him. Those who got
left beame more rabid against men
than before. She was happy for awhile,
when she suddenly remembered the
society and felt that she ought to go to
oue of their meetings. With a glad-
some smile she suggested it to her hus-
band.

“No,” suid he, “that was all very
well before we were married; but you
can’t go to any more of those hen con-
ventions.”

“But, my dear, if we don't go how
about your lectures?”

0, I'm different now.’

“You are, are you? Well, if I don't
go, you don't; that's all, I haven't
listened to your arguments on the
equality of the sexes for nothing.”

So they went. But the society didn't
want any more lectures at $50 apiece.
Now she's a sptrit medium and he
works the cabinet trick.—San Fran-
cisco Chronicle.

Are the Horses There All White?

Readheadrille is the name of a flour-
ishing settlement in Otsego county,
Michigan. A family of red-heads ga¥e
the place its anburn appellation. :
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